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easily over any ground. In the rough lava-strewn
country which lies on the east of the railway be-
tween Azraq and Deraa I rode the mule myself
and put my kit and servant on the camel, but when
the going was good we changed places.
We marched again at dawn through a night-
mare country of black lava where the camels slipped
and grunted and the Rolls tenders went through
strains which even their designers had not foreseen.
I rode that day with Pisani, who had quite re-
covered from his annoyance about the barley and
beguiled the way with stories of his campaigns in
Africa. Towards midday Peake rejoined the
force., with a disappointing tale. Unfortunately no
one had realised that at this great distance from Aba'l
Lissan, where not even a Sherifian force had yet
been seen, the little force of Gurkhas and Egyptians,
escorted by armoured cars and preceded by Peake3s
fair beard and Scott-Higgins's really terrifying black
whiskers, would need some explaining. As they
neared the line, which they reached at a point some
miles south of their objective, they ran into a large
encampment of local Bedouin, who were paid by
the Turks to protect the line. This would not
have mattered if Lawrence or Feisal or even Sherif
Nasir had been with them, since Bedouin allegiance
was easily transferred as circumstances might dic-
tate. But Peake had no Political officer with him,
and it was in vain that he described the imposing
array moving slowly towards Deraa. He was not
believed, and all he could do was to extract a
promise of secrecy before he rode away. When
Lawrence joined us that night, having ridden inde-
pendently with his body-guard from Azraq, and
heard what had happened, he was very angry. It

